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In living the life | currently lead, | have found myself seeking 
silence more than ever. 

lam spending my days in a place where my soul is no longer 
happy, | am choosing to create as a means to change the 
course. 

Whether this self created noise acts as a cover for the noise 
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and does what is needed. 


Please enjoy the words shared from my time with these days, 
whether it acts as a means to soothe you to sleep, to keep 
you company, or whatever else, | hope you enjoy. 
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The eyes have told of time passed, in telling, the mind 
brought about a sorrow, a shame that lives inside deep within 


These actions | have brought into existence for myself have 
been misused, | have fooled myself into thinking these things 
were different, | had imagined it all. 


These feet had not walked the path laid out to guide me, no, 
instead they swapped socks, dawned shoes, and danced in 
circles. 


This frustration makes since, though is pointless in its current 
existence, instead, | will use it as fuel forward, a marker of 
what needs to change; as for that silly dance, | will dub it as a 
warm up, as it truly was one. 
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useless case for Sure, as there is nothing much to alleviate 
such feelings and | am run exhausted. 

This noise can only be drowned out by audio static, much like 
the sound that greets me in the silence | enjoy, and in this 
silence this mind wanders, it dreams of a place far from this 
body, this soul, and every tiny piece that exists in the form | 
reside in, and in dreaming, | walk those lands in my mind, | 
live the life | wish to craft for myself, this is porting, and it will 
happen, as | wish to make it so. 


And in wishing, those thoughts wash over me, my hands begi 
to move, they craft the path to the place where these ideas 





are to be had, they clean up the mess | have left inside, it is 
all in learning. 

And though | still feel the shame, | am happy to now see what 
reality is for me in this moment, | am ready to create the 
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moments where | wish to no longer breathe air into these 
lungs; that is not to be had. | kiss the thought and set it aside, 
as | now know that is just my red flag dancing in the wind, | 
will now stand and begin my journey to creating the life | want 
for myself, as these dreams are pointless otherwise, | wish not 
to just scrape by, but instead, | wish to live, and | will. 





The space between all the noise 
take a listen 
ig=Jaat=an]e\-1emale lance melee) iam iar-l|melels 
instead allow yourself a break from this stress 
these things are not to be avoided 
they are to be watched 
studied 
turned into a puzzle and solved 


awarding you with the skill of such 
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dawn it 
shamelessly 
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watch and craft a new comfort as that is how it is had. 





melel am ET IES 


The ceiling has made me aware of the possibilities, its 
creaking acts as a song to soothe my soul in these moments. 
Regardless of the walls, may it be their position, their shape, 
height, what have you, the feeling such a room gives can 
remain the same; it is much less about the walls themselves, 
marked by memories, sounds, feelings - those walls hold 
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| fled, the walls of my new residence chimed in on the matter, 
and in living in such a space the comfort | created was diluted 
by the realization that these thoughts, the memories they 
were tied to, and the feelings that bled from them, needed to 
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wall, because once | was held safely inside the room created 
as a result, these things would cover the floor, flooding the 
room until | was forced to hear the cries sent to my ears. 
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walls were stained, and soon critters would crawl in through 
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as they were overtaken by what was left to see on these walls 
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and so | did. 


In sitting in the freezing water my body tensed, twisting and 
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shed a drop to add to the already growing water, so | learned 
to breathe, and in breathing my attention was directed to this 
head of mine, what lies within it. The walls inside my head 
were Stained too, scribbles attempting to paint over them 
existed as markers of all the trials, and in seeing the reality, | 





feeling it all with no true escape, | decided to find a new 
solution: | began writing down every word | could make out, 
further breaking them into pieces until | could rewrite them as 
questions, it was no longer "I cannot live like this" but now, 
"Why can | not live like this?" "what is it about these things 
that are causing such distress?" On and on until every single 
word that lived on this wall had a series of questions creating 
a path to answers. 


| think | have walked a great deal. 

One day while finding an answer for a question a wall fell 
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the light of the sun directly into my eyes, the pain bringing 
about a tear, as if telling me it is now okay to cry, as | havea 
greater understanding, as | now see it for what it is. | have 
acquired the skill of solving these problems for myself, these 
tears are given because | wanted such, they were not had in 


frustration, it was all in relief and | smiled, my skin soaking in 
re] calomel lap Gal=mn\)\f-] ganlsalecvelolaaliavemaal=m-lelal=m-]1(@)\larem salism ole hy, 
to re-adjust itself to where | could move again, and in moving 
stood up and made my way back inside to where | fled from, it 
was the greatest feeling of all. 





A Window 


These walls are much like | remember them being before | 
fled, | assumed | would be resting here for quite a while, so | 
began to decorate. 


While applying paint to the walls | came across a window | hac 
laalists{=10 Wim OL=1=1.4] ale mualaelele|amaal—-mige)-jane|0\-1u-1e me] [-l-s-m-y-] ana al ale im 
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Up until this point | saw myself wanting to breathe alone, far 
away, under trees in a place crafted by myself, where | could 
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the souls that walked this land far before | did. | wasn't aware 
that this life lived inside my mind was a cry for help, one that 
no longer existed after the wall fell down. 


Standing on one side of the scale is my default, in traveling 
down to the middle | realized there are many ways my values 
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future. | had assumed that my away land would solve 
everything for me, but now I'm seeing that the possibilities 
are truly endless. 
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those things are still possible, if not much more likely to be 
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excitement shoot through ever bit of this body, ideas flowing 
from the folds of my brain as if crafted by a machine. 

We are not taught to dream as a child just for the sake of fun 
and time spending, no, these dreams are much more, as 
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the things that we truly want to explore, so it just makes 
sense to try those things out, no matter how far those dreams 
have drifted away, they were once had, that stands for 
yolaaT=imalialep 
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lost myself, we simply grow and change as time does in 
passing. 

These dreams are not outdated, they are achievable, my 
frustration towards the way this life is run just makes it a bit 
harder to navigate, but once the seeds started to sprout it wag 
made very true for me in that moment. 

In this place where | stand, | see that these dreams can be 
had, that these dreams are what make life worth living. 
Finding the beauty in the misery of life, understanding 
yourself and doing what is best for you, living life in a way 
that fits you and your values, no longer warping yourself to fit 
iu alswuaale)(ome)mual-m nat-lolallal=rmaalicmiikom omme) al hVan el=teplalaliale pm asler-1 eel (=1s1< 
of the age of my skin. 
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we lead ourselves forward. 


| fear for the destruction of the land we walk, the destruction 
of ourselves, our time, Our joy. 





A Crying Soul 


In this excitement's dance with relief, | found myself tied to 
(olg=t-hapale pm ,eiaiale pmol a-M)\lale pur-) ale mst-hVAlale Mle (=t-\-n ce) Mune IMU a= 
projects. 

Almost as fast as this excitement came, it fled, and | found 
myself surrounded by piles of varying media, all stuck where | 
left them, regardless of what the reason for creation was. 

| somehow always found something that stuck out, making it 
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a stuttering click and soon after | found myself stuck between 
the gears of my mind, each stutter tugging at the flesh, 
further stuffing it between any gaps near. 

| tried to breathe like | did when my body twisted itself into 
knots back in the cold water, but this time, each breath would 
spit out the sound of a coin, taunting me with the realization 
that things in this world have a price; | quickly understood 
that this was the reason for all the piles | had been seeing; the 
creations were all shallow, they were to be crafted for 
consumption, they lost the authenticity along the way, and 
when that became so, | lost interest. | couldn't force myself to 
create something purely to be sold, it needed to carry the 
feelings packed along with them, as my way of living all deals 
in less waste, consumption of what can be used, what is 
needed, and finding the balance between that and the rest, 
this did not follow those rules, it was simply created to be sold 
and that is all. 

How was | to live with the dull emptiness that would come 
with the confirmation of a purchase? How was | to tell of such 
a life while not even living as | told? How was | to turn myself 
ahwom Wat- | ame) mr- lm aat-(elallal=me) al hVan=>.41-18) ale mi keel a-t-] 0 =m OLUl a1 hVance) anu alt= 
consumption of such, just to do it again until the day these 
eyes closed for good? To go against my own wishes just so | 





could make my way to where | wanted faster. Setting my 
values aside for money, it felt unlike me, and it was. | felt the 
fear brewing in my stomach, the skin of my face met with 
tears brought by this exhaustion, to have felt like | figured it 
all out, only to be met with this. 

While crying | felt the sting as the tears spread across the 
already exposed skin, the gears made one final click and 
every bit of me was dropped to the floor, spread about. At 
first, | was devastated, all these things | made myself believe 
could do were pulled from me, dangling above the only eye | 
could see from, held in the teeth of the gears locked in place - 
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with everything | felt and thought in that time, it truly did help 
me craft the path | needed to walk. So | laid there, the cold of 
the floor adding to the sharp sting of all this pain, eventually 
Causing a ringing in an ear | wasn't sure existed anymore. | 
drifted away deeper into the mind, as | studied the gears 
closely, soon | realized there was much more than just that, 
there were windows exposing rooms | never saw before, the 
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remembering what had just been done by them, they began 
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with what remained. Each drop would pool creating a path to 
the next part until months would pass and | would be put back 
together. 

This time passed quickly, despite what is assumed. 
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would peek from,the spinning would quicken, eventually 
causing a loud screeching noise, followed by a slamming click 
then one of the windows would spray light across this room 
making the changes visible to me. 
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| tried to study the amount of clicks it took for a light to show, 
| tried looking for any clue, but soon | decided it was all 
random, whether the gears spun or not, the room would 





eventually spit out this light, and in doing so | was made 
aware, it was me. 


| had pieced myself together, but not only was | connected, | 
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These lights, they were telling of a new place brought about ta 
be explored, the light would shine feeding my curiosity, 
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of light pulling me back to the creation of the path, where | 
would eventually stand with the feet recreated ready for 
travel. 





Desperation 


Though | had been torn apart | stood tall, ready to make steps 
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searching for the rooms where the light existed, a journey 
started. 
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painting, a mess of colors telling of what | would unknowingly 
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time to focus on all the lines, to become lost in every color | 
could see, to then pull the room in and view that as being a 
(oye) ana a\—m ©)(eia0|q-eam olU lami al aahvaulelale)e-|ale=mm mm e-lamelnm-lavomuelelareman 
own way. As soon as | stepped from in front of that painting 
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a result of my viewing. | began dreaming of all these ideas, 
feeling satisfaction wash over me as | felt | had finally figured 
these things out for myself. 

Eventually | found a door, swung it open without hesitation, a 
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nothing fancy, just a standard wooden chair, paper, pencils, 
and a table, all sat in front of the wall where the window 
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where | laid only moments ago, | felt excitement, and 
confusion at just how quickly | had progressed in such short 
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box with a slot housed at the front, | began working, every 
now and again a paper would slide in from a vent onto the 
table and | would create as a result. As time went on the 
pages would provide more than just a picture - a name, a 
description of the giver, what they felt, what they thought, 
what they needed, what they wanted, and it greatly 
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was made, | would make it, | would think of who would see it, 
and | would feel glee at the return of my assumption. One day 
the light flickered out, and in the darkness for a split second | 
Saw my remains lying about like they had been before, when 
the light returned my face was visible in the glass and | 
realized | had been mistaken. It wasn't so much the creation, 
but the process of such, | was no longer tied to what was 
being created, it was purely for the individual, and so it 
became automatic, and like the machine before, | was once 
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felt the similar sting from before, washing over every inch of 
my skin, seeping deep within the layers of it. | tried to 
breathe, it did not fade, | tried to fade, | did not go away, | 
tried to focus on what was wanted, and the pain grew, | 
rested, | cried defeat, my arm began moving, no feeling 
recognized; a picture was being born, words strung about, 
until the page was covered, then the table, then the walls, the 
floor, the chair, the window, my skin, the pencil would dig 
deep between the layers leaving its mark where my eyes 
would never see, and in seeing this, in Knowing this, it was 
sent to me, the consumption did not matter nearly as much as 
what was felt, when it poured from within it was real, it was 
understood, it was mine, and in being mine it suited my own 
taste, open to change whenever | wanted, not living by any 
rules other than the ones | felt needed, it was had, the way | 
truly wanted it to be. 


Behind me the door opened, being sure to creak making me 
aware of its movement, | smiled, then stood and stepped out 
iu alsmolole) aunr-liiiale muom a al=mi (ele) eam MaUlaal-1om kom (ele) @uel-lel @r-lalemmal=iacmle 
was, the painting from before. 





An Open Window 


Tamealismelt-laig’ammlamaalicmaaleleal=/aimme)megeicammalal-lihael-lialem-N\-la-mell 
the steps | truly needed to follow, the painting slid aside, as if 
Wei kere) aaliale Maal=m=t-le[=1ahV/ 

My eyes met the walkway for the first time, the path to the 
rooms | was shown before, each housing an open door, a mat 
sat in front, threads aligned creating an image of a road, each 
room existed empty, all appearing to be the same, at first | 
understood this to be another false passage, fear washing 
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whichever felt best fitting for it, placing itself in a seemingly 
calculated manner. At first | was confused, | had no idea what 
the lesson of this trial could be, or what wrong turn | could 
have made to even end up in yet another lesson so quickly. A 
aahvane [UL=s>18 (0) all ale Mal-1me1al=10 M10 [ola] am =>.40)a=1>-1[6] ame) aman hvani-(G-Pmnnal- le 
too was pasted in front of me, furthering my confusion, 
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only way to pull me into awareness was to show me how silly 
looked? Furthermore, this added to the mass being created in 
front of me, after a while | rested, my head throbbing a 
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creator of my mistaken mockery, and in this awareness | was 
made complete, | understood, it was no mockery at all, 
instead | was finally porting from within, an expression so 
true, So real it felt false, as my hands added to this collection 
of my inside's portrayal | watched on, following every stroke, 
every curve, letting every color stain the inside of my mind as 
it was sent forth and added to this family of expression; and | 
creating | cared not for what would be given to me when 
completed, | felt myself tied to every single piece crafted and 
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until these thoughts went silent and instead brought about 
feelings, draining from me as color, speaking with not a single 
word, it was finally true for me, the process in which creation 
was mine, it was had for myself, not just the appeal, but the 
entire process, the acknowledgment, the greeting, the 
conversation, the understanding, the portrayal, all of it was 
seen, felt, and expressed in what best felt right. | began 
crawling through my memories, feeling the feelings stored 
within, tensing at the discomfort that came with what could 
become lessons if given a meaning for such; it was then 
believed that growth is not had in the absence of discomfort, 
Tam iellimerolanice)aumual=m-j(elar-]\sme)meiar-lale(-meromale)merome)immalelmelala) 
that comfort becomes so great it is then had as discomfort, 
and that is where | had found myself, sticking so closely to m 
comfort that it then became a problem needing to be solved, 
and | stood solving it in my confusion, to be met with a 
completely new comfort, self created all in understanding. | 


finally held the skill of looking within, of self awareness, a skill 
iuar-lemcol0l (ome lUlror-maal=mlamil|aual-)qnelc-t-ld(0)ame)mele)aalice)aumia 
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such so that | do not create the mistake of living in a way that 
is not fitting for myself. 





Understanding 
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existence in the moment of understanding, what remained 
was a comfort telling of everything | needed to hear 
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am grateful | now know. 
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stretching itself further out, accompanying those wispy grays 
fading further into what is seen, Spanning across the length 
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feathery cream until fading into a soft frost of a blue, a tell of 
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further | am seen, completely pulled apart in the most 
beautiful way possible, a true dissection of my sense of self. 
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recreation of myself in the process I've walked so far, no fear, 
as | know | shall learn to bloom again. | understood that in 
creating what meant something to me | could focus on every 
detail like | wanted, appreciate every piece of the puzzle, and 
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my previous works. | encouraged the spending of time in this 
(eo) goler=\>\-yar~]ale mam iam ecole aiavemige)aamiidallamaal=ymaat-lamaal=t-lalem lan re 
real, it was something that could be felt, that could be shared, 
no fear of false feelings as me feeling them was confirmation 
enough, and in feeling them | was aware that it could be felt 
'o)vare]alela al=) eum] ae Ml Dam iemece 10] (ormuat-lamaal-t-lalemmal-lme-1e)aal-le)al-melelmnaalsle> 
could also be feeling these things currently. | no longer care to 
oU} | miamr-lamr-10(e|(=1alel-emm ale merg-r- 1a (0)am elUla>)\\ancelaimal-mel-laal-ialale mei 
consumers, instead, | wish to walk this life creating as | go, 
expressing what is seen what is felt, portraying whatever 





takes a hold of me in my walk. The people who feel these 
things will find me, they will find these creations, | will not 
(ox-]alek=1emm MWAl| malelameial-lale[=mnalsmeciel| e\-mkOm-1ak=J00]¢)mmomelalalem ia 
people, | will instead change the recipe so that | can enjoy 
each bit while | wait for mirrored souls to find their way here. 





me) alr) ae 


O]Uju-jrel-ma alow cele)aam arom (e)alel-)an=>.4\-1n=1e me (elola-miiNamuala=t-lel-lemaule 
roads, no, grass stood about, the sun shines from behind 
igaleleralm-}iammne) e\-yannal=mr-]| au ismel(=t-] ar-]ale Mell =t-) ame l-lalelialeme)v.=] ana al= 
late }i asm ole).4]ale mage) eam’ aisallalmeah’an-).4l anus |0\-iur-|om Mal-[om aat-[0 (2m e\-t-[a= 
within, it was time to do so outside myself, as these hairs 
stood as the grass, this skin acted as the land in which | could 
explore freely, and so | made my way. 


Mat-bvi=m 4alelerepalem-)oleleiamaahvan ©) aavalele im e)r-lalcme)m ihvalale mi iiaamaals 
trees, far away from other souls, | see this now as undesirable 
that dream is no longer worn by me, instead | have an interest 
a Galsmecvol0) tom mat- 1mm’ )\r-11 anual icml-] ale pm male) oom kommer a-t-ier-)alemavel(ommal=) 
company of some, | wish to walk between the lines, the rules 
not defining my plans for this life. | wish to see, to pull it deep 
within, then allow it to run free from me into the creations 
brought about with these hands, whether it be a thought, a 
feeling, something learned, remnants of something forgotten; 
and in living such a life | wish to dig deep, to learn, to enjoy 
my time spent in this world, as | and every other soul deserve 
10 e1 aban mr aa mame mn')'f-] | qumalicmr-]avemale)’an maat-hvam ol-]iaidiaremmalsmuelareme)a 
the walls of my skull, breathing respectfully as best | can 
manage. Seeds have been spread, the rain has fed them a 
drink and the sun does the rest. These dreams will be had, as 
want them to be. 





UT ate (=Ta-jmelere 


In walking this land the way | have written in this mind | exist 
within, | shall breathe through such creation, such joy, every 
‘yim Mal-1mmaat-hvani (on) ama alaelele|ammaal-rmer-]alalem alolance)aumal=m\e)sel-migelan 
another, unless wanted. These hands are ready to put forth 
the birth of this life, | have refined the flaws, carefully crafting 
myself into what is preferred by myself as the being to be 
pleased. These skills | have acquired will be worn as | make 
my way through this life, as it is honorable to do so, not only 
for myself, but for the process of creation. | will continue to 
1m Vana el atom’ is almaalicmaaliacepmaar-maavelele|alucmar-lemial-}(e(-me)miam-l ale 
the wants, needs, and ideas born as | move forward, 
remembering all that is to be remembered. This soul and 
every bit of myself have finally settled into the self created 
mold, fitting snug as it should. | will remember to be flexible, 
1a f=] Kola} ale MOM <o1-) OM allow olelohvane=t-Lehvane)an\\2al- 1mm er-] alate) au ol=m olt-]alar=xe 
for, | will remember to practice moderation, allowing for a 
walk with these values, stretching and bending between the 
lines, | will make the most of what can be had here despite m 
dissatisfaction with what is currently considered the standard. 





Felt 


No reciting needed, as these things exist in the mind in the 
purest form, it is had and lives within. 


| enter with glee, | welcome gently, and hope the same is 
(foals muala=180l gave ole| am aah’aelave(=1e-1m-]alellale me) m-10( eal i-male) miko m-ia-lia) 
you and your actions. | am excited to step forward in this life, 
may now feel the grass against the skin | own. 





sX-Velfalaliare 


As Lenny's lung has allowed the air to kiss them, | too will 
allow such. 

Spoken in various ways, wearing the clothes most fitting, | am 
settling in; changes are to be expected, mistakes are to be 
laat-\elsmr-}aleM(=t-leals1emige)sammnalicm liom) ale ms ©) gelel=\-\-me) mm =>.40) 4-1-1110] 0 IS 
to be enjoyed. 


| welcome whomever decides to greet such, kindly in the way 
breathe, | speak, | move, as best | can. 


My dreams are to be ported here, across the web and 
wherever best feels fitting, in doing so, fun is to be had, time 
ticks on and | am finally pleased with that. 


As not to drag on with these words, | say yet another "Hello", 
nals Weng =t-10(0)ame)mele)aahie) mmm iam alicmal=\)ar-lest- i mke mi Ol-melUlliaMm mr-lan 

Ui aks10|q=me) Mm dal-me [Ul a-lu(o)ame)m-10(olapmnalelelolam mat-hV.-m ale iaix-ialarelame)i 
rushing it, | will make my way as best | can as | learn to. 
Thank you. 


[#] 





